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the Lord shall have them in derision."
Travelers from the East and West,
hearing such talk in the tabernacles,
and the numerical strength of the
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ti:e mi"st renon-ne-a masers. omeiiaies
or' an evening be would brincrout his
whole look them carefully over,
play a l'ttle on each, and point out to
n:e tfie difierence in the tone. Then he
would wax eloquent on the peculiarcharms or crifts the mas-ter'- s hand had

eyes rrom tne pnan torn scene Deroremeeven to ascertain whether it could bethat Luigi saw the things I saw.
Another change in the wonder-workin- g

music A long rippling fcyjfo pas-
sage, sweeping into a teudeV.passiouate,
pleading strain the eloquent notes
speaking of joy and fear mingled. As
my heart followed and understood the
inspiration of the musician. I whisper-ed to myself, "This is love." As if in
answer to my thoughts, the door of the
phantom room opened, and two figuresentered a lady and a gentleman.

Both wore the dresses of that
period to which I have assigned the'data
of the furniture, and both were young.Like tlie objects around them, there
was nothing in their apjearance ghost-
like or supernatural. Their limbs look-
ed as firm and round as my own. It was
some little time lfore I could take my
eves from the girl. She was supremelybeautiful tall and fair, with a delicate,
retined face; and the rotie she wore
plainly showed the exquisite propor-
tions of her figure. Her companion was
handsome, but his features wore an ex-

pression of melancholy pride. I noticed
he carried under his left arm a violin,
and something told me he was a French-
man. With, great courtesy he led the
girl to a seat. and. as if in obedience to
a request of hers, commenced playing
the instrument. Still the same sweet
strain fell on mv ears; but a stranger
thing than any "I had yet noticed was
that, as he played, tlie sound seemed to
come from his violin, and Luigi's was
dumb. And as be played, the girl look-
ed up at him with admiring ees. He
ceased at last, and Luigi's tiddle imme-
diately resumed the melody, without a
moment's break. Then I niw the phan-
tom place the violin and bow in the
girl's hands, instructing her bow to
hold them: and 1 knew that, during the
lesson, his voice as well as hiseyesmado
avowal of his passionate lovel 1 saw
his fingers linger on hers as he placed
them on the strings: I saw the blush
deepen upon her cheek, the lashes droopover her downcast eves, aud then 1 saw

neipiessm nis surprise at seeing ner,and then, with a grand air of calm po-
liteness, handing her to one of thecrarychairs that furnished his poor room,
waits, with a cold face, to learu the ob-)e-ct

of her visit. Then the woman or
the music pleads in pathetie strain.--

for pardon aud forgiveness pleads tho
Eressure put upon her bv friends pleads

helplessness in their hands,vet tells him, even with the wedding-rin- g
waiting to encircle her finger, thathe alone, the exiled, poverty-stricke- n

Frenchman, owns the love her heartcan give. And as the tears fall fromher eyes the man waves his arm ronndthe squalid rooru, and showing bv that
gesture his utter poverty and hopeless-ness, commend, w ith a bitter sneer f hcourse she has taken, or been compelledto taie, and aks how h.i could exportthe daughter of a noble English familyto share such a home and Mich a lot al
his. I seethe girl hesitate, falter, andtremble, and as she rises, the man, with,a calm air and forced romposure opennthe door. Weeping bitteriv she leaves
him; and as he closes the rickety tioor
uitMi her. a w ail of music, more mourn-
ful than words can deser.be. lingers h
the air. and brings the tears to my eves,while the man kneels down and "kisse-- i

the very boards on which her trot had
rested.

With the mirthless smile. pon hU
face, he sits down thinking, thinking;and the music, plaving ever, gives mti
bis thoughts. As 1 read them I shud-
der, knowing how every fresh depart m
tends ever and only to" the same' end
what has he to do with life any longer?

he, the lat descendant ot a lu.blo
French family, his sovereign an exile,his lands and possessions rontisratod or
squandered, and now he lies starving,or soon to le. starving, in a London
attic. Even the fame that he once hopedto win as a musician is far off; and, if
ever to be won, is it worth strugglingfor? The past, to liim. is full of "ago-
nizing recollections of relatives and
friends whose blood has slaked tho
guillotine's thirst. The present is mis-
ery. The future, now that the dream
of love he had dared fr a while tot
dream is dispelled, hopeless what, bl
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A Day of Hoje for Utah.
I .U! PJ !;!): In writing you my

f'ii'.'iiT Ii t tf-- r i ji.i! ypxmy in tiiis town,
1 l.critjv.i -- l.it inu' fiict-- i a'lmittfil by

cc. I 1ihv- - cilice fou rji
0! Lhc nl..U'.:ui'i)U there m;ide

.". ' i.iy inaiiiiien t)v prominent
M.jr.i in tl jila J n thiH etatu of
tl.in.L' ii is J)Ut ritrlit that tln-i- side

hi ,u J I f: rci'iitei.l mill the IMunnon
vti w iil;iri."l liv fi'le vviiii the

Nil-- I uLu" ami "futile" view. Fir-it- ,

l'ii' Mormon- - in liirnjinlly firiy tliitt the
ii :u iv,au lrom t!io cliurch

to In' rvi'i'i veil, ciaimiiig it ua u HtlPfVi- -

tii. truth that 111 ircry rrgiun, "apos- -

t t l u.'i'l tr.i i tur-- " are not to Ixj believed
in in.i Iters pertaiiiinjr to the institution
tiif ' have In this instance, they
.iv, eijiihatii: illy, thut the woman with

llii'-- iiu.-liaii- i.ow living did, in ho
1 lvh' ii divorced from one man, hafe
,.uiilli'-- r io view; tiiat the former hishop
av.is an lioiiorahie man and while he did to
many a iiiolii'T and lirr dau'liter, yet
.ii I -' -- imply to (tivii the former a
home ( '.), and tliat the htory of a teeond
.j'.iij'.'liiir of the same woman being

. . r: d to I'ee in the night to escape be
(rum liim - a li;i,--e fabrication of Ids

i n in i i. A.h to the present bishop,
j hot.;:. i he did f.--

polls.-; hi "No. 2,"
i vieily, Vet it is not admitted that he
it r iieni:.d tier. Jet us hope for the

of our lellow-mi'i- i that thee ijuai-niealini- n

of tlie dark tory are to be on
iiilowed "tlie .flints." be.

Li t us turn now from the unsavory
polygamous eia-- s, wliicli is the domiimnt
one in ion, both in polities and religion,
.iiid look lor a moment, in a kindly way,
at the average faithful believer. Hi: is

'.uerally a man of simple, honest nature
and of a imturally religious and some-
what credulous disposition, lie is not
ilrietly iihterate, ior he can make some by
headway in renuiii!' his Bible uml the
(,,nt .V (' (the leailin oruan of the

! . run .11 ehanhj but his education is of
decidedly lii nitod. lleie, as elsewhere,
It is a little kni.ivled;:o which is a iian-- .

eerou- - tiling 1K believes with all his to
Jieari that through tin- - churcli alone is

tlic:eii!iy ehanee for exultation in the
iii to com!'; lmt, exeept where the out-xid- c

world oppo-e- s tiie jirogress of ''the
kingdom," he hns :i rather benevolent
interest in it, mid, while pitying its lack be
.f enlightenment, he is disposed to lind

u subordinate heaven, a sort of fringe to
the celestial f.d iry, in which it maybe
jiermiUcd to bask m the radiance stream-

ing from the true believers, lie is gen-

erally of a courteous boariiifr, really in
.iiistriou-1- upright in his commercial
lealini;-- , mid, in matters unconnected
with his reli-io-

n, u man of veracity. I

remember tlie verdict of two Soteh
i staunch of be

i onise) to the i licet that in their busi-

ness dealings witii the men of tilt Lake
Oity they found the Mormons far more
men of their word than the entiles, to
indeed, it has been said by
more than once that the average Latter of
Iay Haint is superior to tlie average

t utile in I tali; but any one conver-
sant with the facts of life ami morals in
the mining camps, where the majority
of I'tah (ientiles are found, must confess
that tli - is siivimr cxceedintrl v little.
Hut on the whole, were the Mormons
but freed from Mormonism, and especi
ally from its baneful teachings on mari
tal matters, there would be few more
de.-irab- emigrants who come to our
chores.

To-da- the whole Latter Dav Kingdom
from Malm to Arizona, is in a ferment be
cause 1'. . law has not only been imper
f inent enouuh to concent itself with thb
marriage iitiestion, but lias actually laid
its strong hand on polygamy with intent
to crush it. The polygamist is in pore
i.en.Iexitv and distress; tho very sight
of a stranger tills him with apprchen
num. A L. f". Marshal would seem to
hiive ntiorcoii's head mounted on his
il.ouldcrs from the terror which his

presence inspires in some breasts. His
Mut.earance on the streets is often the
Mgnal for a jiolyptmist stampede; bis

presence iu a settlement means the
absence of the jhoisest "faints;" at his

approach men lose all knowledge of their
nearest neighbor, aud even children for-

get where their parents are to be found
aud pretty much all wbout them. As
marshals are quite numerous in ion at
present, the prominent men in the priest-
hood have left for parts unknown ; have
joun.l imperative bminess calling them
t l.'whcrc. Millie went on missions, not
ii few apparently to Washington, where
thev are repute'd to carry ou very im-

portant missionary work iu rooms not
very distant from the rotunda of the
t'apitol. J5ut whatever the destination,
the fact remain that the chief officers
iu "the Lord's" kingdom have silently
stolen away. In vain the otlieer of jus-k- s

at the various houses of the
i .uitpr 1)mv nronhet and his counselors.
Ine most vigorous search fails to dis-

cover a trace of the great men who so ro-A-

l v H boththe true believer and the
Ontile, with their mighty forms. It is
estimated that, in a couple of months,
tlW residents disappeared from Salt Lake

loue. One leader is said to have escaped
jn the guise o an elderly and angular
female, while a certain bishop reached
the railroad sUtion by riding thither in
a dry goods box. In many places men

have bten detailed to watch the arrival
..( 1 1, a trains : and the advent of a stran
ger often causes a commotion till his
business is known. Every movement of
tha mrshaU i watched and they some

times have quite a retinue of followers

keepiug them under surveillance.
Very generally throughout the territory
this "persecution" is considered oue of
the worst "the-churc- hasever geen,and
nut. a. few leading men have a premoni
tion that the day of judgment ia close at
liand.

And yet nine months ago th Mormon
ViArurchv. with all its adiuncts. was ap
parently a firmly established in insolent
utrengh a at any time in its history.
Previous to last fall, polygamy was not
only the Moloch at whose horrid shrine
Utah protrasted herself, but ita devotees
wor Hi dominant power and the social
-- ristoerats of this region. They lifted

ther foul flag against the fair, blue skies
TTiah andshouted defiance to the law

nd iu officers. I heard a polygamist
ji- - iiofore a Mormon audience, that
he was one of the sovereigns of this

country, and anyone injuring him was
of treason. If any man came out

lere to deprive him of hi liberties, a

hole ia the ground two feet by six would
. . .1.. t tirttr vouchsafed himi
Am. imi.ns nrieathcod answered

JLb..)r nnon them with iuvective

legislative attempt at putting
V,Z JrMmT with evasion or open
defiance anS derision. For over twenty

the United States statute againstyears
wlygamy lay a dead let ter, during which

time a whole generation grew up who

to-d- ar see nothing strange m ucha
..-- Vf .v.inrr- - because they have known

po other fhe Mormon, loudly d,

as they do still, that polygamy
..f.m th Lord." and could never

be wut down; they would never sur
render it, no, never. "Ihe Lord was

on their side and the Saints would sureljr
prevail. "Why do the heathen rage,
,r.. orl.iml derisively, "and the
nan-nlft imflo-iri- A. vain thinzf The kings

themselves and
ruUr late counixl together against the
Ixrd and against Hi anointed I

church and the lofty and rugsred iaoua
tain ranges and wide de-e- rt stretches
which separate this "peculiar people"
from the rest of the world have gone
away shaking their heads overtbeia
ture, and fearing that no settlement
would be found except that of the sword.
And to-da- y we have the niortitication
of learning that all these year the
American people have been badly hood-

winked, in more ways than one, by these
saintly men of the "latter days." So-

cially, there has b-e- n tragedy enough ia
Utah, ia all conscience; but the politi-
cal tragedy, which was supposed to b
going forward in Utah, turns out to be

farce. No name has yet lecn given to
the but an appropriate title
would be: The t'otency of Uig Talk, or
How to IJliiJi' a Nation. The first act

the comedy has pa-se- d, that in which
the potency of the talk was undisputed;

w hich "the brethren" hurled delianee
a foe who being 2,000 miles away

was supjosf;d to be well out of hearing.
The second act is on the stage now, in

hich the policy of "gathering to 'Aon''
lias been exchanL'd, thanks to the per-
suasiveness of the deputy marshal, for
that of scattering abroad; in which I
valor has bees replaced by discretion,
and confidence in "the Iord ' by a su-

perior
I

trust iri the value of :ib-en- :e

from t'tsih. The third act is I joked for
before long. It is confidently expected
that "the Ix.rd ' who has shown him-
self not uiuccom mod it'ng, in some re-

spects, in the past, will now intervene
his people' extremity. A- the Uni-

ted States does not seem likely to give
way, it i believed tho Morn on divinity
will do so, for a t'in. In other words
1'ie-iib'i- it Taylor, the prophet, m er and
revelator, is expected to receive instruc-
tions f rom "the Iord," to the etl'-e- t that
the Saints are to abs'ain from polygamy
till the storm blown over. Vt

Is it unjust to call this whole per
formance fare? I Jit us see what has
caused the present turmoil. Some six
months, or more ago, two gentlemen
came to I tab who are responsible for it
all. Who are thev'.'

Are they violent, a men
wieHihg the l luted Mates army in a
furious onslaught on the "Saints"? r
Not at ail. One of them is chief jus-
tice Zane, the other prosecuting attor-
ney Dickson. The former is a line look
ing man, well along in years, wljose legal
aiiUitv is acknowledged ov tue. Mormons
themselves; the latter, a "quiet gentle-
man w ho does a great deal of work with
neither noise nor dust." These gentle A

men have come here with asimple desire
do their duty, and they have, to the

amazement and indignation of the Mor
mons, taken it for granted that since A

Uo'K'res.s has seen lit to pas two laws
prohibiting polygamy, it means them to Hiscarried out and uot lie a dead letter;
ind they have gone to work to do their
luty in the matter. Mr. Dickson has
succeeded in convicting and imprison-
ing about half a dozen Mormons.
ides these, xeveral aro under indict

ment, and L mted States marshals are
the look out for others who ought to

This is the whole .story. The ad-

vent of two Federal officials causing the
well-merite- d confinement of live or six
Latter-Da- y Saints; this is the earth
quake which lias convulsed the ,iior- -

mon kingdom. Ihis is the cause ot the
furious diatribes in the lkrrel Sew?,
(the church paper), about "the present
persecution ; ot bitter recriminations

prominent "Saints," and of the mar-
velous exodus from ion of its great
lights and dignitaries. If, in the light

these facts, the reign of bluster in
this territory be not properly called a
farce one is at a loss to know what term Or

apply to iu
Now, alter a generation has passed Doaway, the Unvvn ot a new day begins to

streak the eastern horizon; a dawn which
every true man must hope is to bright-
en into the full splendor of day and not A

quenched by the sullen clouds and
murky smoke of returning darkness. O
For this end let our friends at the Fast
who are with us, in heart, in the battle
against polygamy; let every man and
woman who loves his teilow-me- n and
has the welfare of his country at heart
join hand to lvand in united euort to
secure tho needed legislation w hereby
the last loophole that oilers a chance of
escape to tlie obnoxious renc suan

stopped up, and, not tar in the fu-

ture, tliat new day will be here and
thousands of men and women who are
now bitterly and conscientiously opposed

this work will in their secret souls be we
glad to write with us on the escutcheon

this territory the words. I'tah Rk- -

PFMIM'A. W. F. Cool.liY.

Lchi, Utah, May 14, lSSo.

''The Mornmu d.or,l" may ,okea of with-
out reverom-o- . He little oi it eveu from
tlm "faints, M ntiil is altnucther a poor
Mormons aul arre in rtotivini; him the

Mritintes ei th Anj;ut ll"iii)i whom tho latt.'r
worship. I'rolKihlv no civi lipa creature mih-- the
ilownuiil oi ht'iitlionism Iim worshiped ueh a low
divinity as lliis Mormon

A Mother's! Dclttnlon.

This city, writes a Sprinirftohl (Mass.)
correspondent to the XewVork 'i'rihune,
has not lacked a share in the sad ro-

mance of tho late Arctic explorations. of

Several years afro a promisinrr voting
man here, the only son of a widowed
mother, and a rreneral favorite in social
circles, cauprht'the "Arctic lever." and
against the protests of his family and
friends joined oue of tho relief expedi-
tions. For a time all went well, but as
has so often happened, the ships were
frozen in and the men were forced to
take to the ice to make their way out
On their drearv march to the nearest
tation a cake of ice on which the

$
Springfield boy happened to be was de-

tached from tho main floe and he was
carried out to sea. His comrades were
unable to rescue him, and he drifted
off into tho darkness, as they were only
oo sure, to certain death, lhe re

mainder of the party arrived safely at
their destination. As soon as possible
the news of the vounc man's loss was
sent to his mother, but she obstinately
refused to believe that he was dead.
Her faith was strengthened by the ar
rival, some months later, of a letter
hor son had written her on the Christ
mas 'dav preceding the abandonment
ot the shins, in whicn ne spoh.e conu-

dently of being with her almost as soon
as the letter reached her. As it had
been sent by a roundabout way across
Siberia and Russia, tho delay was only
rtatiiral. but the mother saw in it a
fresh confirmation of her hopes.

The belief had by this time grown in
to a monomania, ana she tteterminea
to leave no means untried of ascertain
inn- - if her son really lived. Without
the knowledge of her family, she went
to a "medium" who happened to be in
Snrin1ield at the time and consulted
her aa to tne wnereaoouis ui u auscai
friend. Her excitement was increased
by being told that tho person oi whom
sha asked had been cast awav ia a far
country among savage tribes, who had
nursed him tenderly inrougn a long m--
ness; that he was still weak, but was
on the road to health. Almost beside
herself, the poor mother tried in vain
to convert her iamuy to ner oenei.
Finding it impossible to shake her
faith in her son's existence by argu- -

urciit,
and travel. But while in lioston sue
once more visited a clairvoyant, who.
strangely enough, confirmed the state
ments of tho former medium, inis
od described in dramatic terms first.
a young man picked up in mid-ocea- n

by a passing vessel; then a port in a
distant land, ships in a harbor, hgnres
in stranrre costumes moving about tne
streets, speaking in a foreign language.
a small house near the water, in it tne
game youth, once more recovering: from
a severe illness and longing for home,
but unable to find the means to return
to hU own country.

Of course, after this second experi
ence, it was useless to try farther di
version, even had the broken-hearte- d

woman not insisted on returning home
to be ready ia case any news should
come of her boy. Tho delnsion was so
strons that as a last resort her friends
wrote begging the commander of the
expedition to come to Springfield and
lt the mother hear from his own
lins the story of her son's disappear
ance, hoping that in this manner she
mio-h- t be convinced that he was really
dead. The kind-heart- ed captain came

nrl tnld the sad story, and for a while
the mother seemed to accept the in-

evitable. But the old belief soon re-

sumed its sway, and shells again
watching and waiting for tidings that
can never come.

Tt, nmiortPfl bridge across the
c..it nt Mftisnn.1 will snan a channel
thirty-si- x feet deep and two and a half
miles wide. The viaduet will be sup-

ported by two land towers and three

piers, each 3,280 feet apart. The height
of the bridfe above the water will be

S'.'8fect. This enterprise will tax the

Vol. Xlviii.
TEMPERANTE department.

Covnccrpii BT f.EV. C. i. A.VDRFWS, D. D..
to hijta uh tonlriouuou tor tha

ltj.art:ii?Dt iliosid ix tior.-sscd- .

Temperance Lectures.
Lutlur Ik-no- the eloqueat Temoer-ane- e

Lecturer, addressed large audience's at
Yazoo City on ti'Mh and "2 1st inst at

24th, 20th and '2Kxh. He will
al. e as follows ut night at each
place :

Carrol lion ...Mav 2f.
Winona 30.- --MayVaiden May 31, June 1.

urant -- June 2.
Lexington Jane 3, 4.
folly springs... June 5.

Kay;injLid June 7, S.
Utica June 9, 10.
iiivette..'. June 11.
Woudvilie June li.

Leftiitc-- s free. The public cordially in- -
vild.

THE GENIAL CTJP. i

I1T I.VM K .

-- At: l'i lli; itjr i "11111 Kfa.-iiu- . i tliat it rw
Tiie cup irt geui:il ; let u se-- :

Look in tiint dark, dauk room,
nt re the griia of despair
Lurks in the gathering 1,'loom ;

Wiicre wailing cliiUirvn Mand
And cry in vain ior Ureaii.

Thf hWc.-n-.-- t name upon tiiis earth
Id mo'imt in their s dead ?

Look at that wretched hloated
1 he and i ...eye scowlit iir orow :

rom mother's I'm what cursen all!
God, shield the children now

The. cup is lrenial. is it ?

tome to this bar-roo- then : of
A.'iiuoir the facts

fiome v.ear the looks oi men.

The coarse and boisterous laughter
Ah the poisoned cup goes round ;

gia-- s is thrown a pif tol shot toA horrid mullled sound.
Hut look upon that upturned face.

Tiie hlood-xtaitie- suurjv hair:
mother's darlint; Ivin here.
liis .soul gone an.nver where '?

son
put

murderer, see th? callows rise.
A trembliiit; wretch htaiuls there :

The blaek-c;- u o'er his white, drawn fare
Shuts out tiie world so fair;

His quivering lips have framed the words
"1 did uot know 'twas drink

Take warning by my fate and toii his
Oh ! only stop and think."'

The cup is genial, is it? tWhat means that horrid scream
From a hideous, ravins; maniac. edy

Lost iu a fri"ht!til dream?
The cup is trenial, is it?

Look at that painted lace.
Tliat gaudy dress, hear muttered oath,

ISO thought oi her disgrace.

Once she Flood in witching eirlhood.
Fair, tender, graceful, true.

With the dawn of glorious womanhood
In her eves of liquid blue. do

The cup is genial, is it ?
A precipice wreathed in (lowers,
the ocean, sun-kisse- danciiur

O'er graves in coral bowers. the
von think tlie cup is srenial ?

In its dre;; lost manhood lie" ;
Murder is hid in ambush,

And woman's virtue dies;
loni; deep wail of anguish are
Is heard throughout the land ;

man! framed in God's iiuane.
M'iiif tlo vou doubting stand ?

Xkw Yoiik.

The following from the Winona Times
shov what an observant secular editor
thinks of the fruits of prohibition. We
copy it for the encouragement of all all
engaged in the grand work:

bor the sake of such "fanatics" in
the temperance cause as lie v. V. 1J. Gal-
loway,

of
of the Methodist, and liev. John

Hunter, of the Presbyterian Church,
and Gambrcll, of the Baptist Church,

give utterance to an opinion express-
ed here by several good people with
whom we have conversed, that the pres
ent religious interest exhibited is the
result, to a marked extent, of the pro--

lubitiou movement which preceded it, to
and lias prepared the way for the sober
rellection which has led to penitence
and praise and pardon. We believe it sin
cerely. We believe that the eilorts ot
Gailoway and Murrah and Lagrone iu
driving the saloons from this country,
was not only a great moral victory, but at
the moving-poin- t aud foundation of the
religious victory which is now being en
joyed. We give tins as an encourage or
ment and tiu incentive to all preachers

ali denominations to come out and
help to clean the land of this awful sin, as
and then they can move on to a greater I
trfuuipn still. A. t . Christian Advo-
cate.

rlVE uundrea thousand persons are
eiling death and damnation by the

glass to the American people, at a cost
to tne oeople ot 'J0",0O0OfR) annually.
while 1H),R0 ministers of the Gospel are
preaching the glad tiuings of salvation
to the same people at an annual cost of

12,000,000. That is to say, the Amen
can people pay one dollar to support the
preaching ot the Uospel, and to
upport the rum trathc. If it is true

that men prize that for which they pav
their money, in proportion to the amount
of niouey paid, then it mustbe true that
the American people think seventy-hv- e

times as much of the American saloon
keeper as they do of the American
preacher.

A note from the liev. Dr. Howakd
Henderson calls our attention to
some noteworthy "Kentuckian facts

Has vour attention fallen on the fact
that Bourbon county (celebrated for its
brand of whisky), the heart of Kentucky,
"the 'blue Grass region, has recent
ly under the "Local Option Law,"
prohibited the sale of whisky : John t
Durbin, nephew of my step-fathe- r,

George Y . Bain, and your correspon
dent, are natives of old Bourbon. 1 am
prouder of being a Bourbon than ever.

Christian Advocate.

Mr.- - Spcrgeon happily savs: Water
is the strongest drink. It drives mills
it is the drink of lions and horses; and

amson never drank anvthmg else. Let
young men be teetotalers, if only for
economy's sake. The beer money will
soon build a bouse.

What Women. Safer.
The Canada Cathei, referring to the

suffering which strong drink imposes
upon women, ays:

lhc appetite for strong drink in man
has spoiled the lives of more women,
ruined more homes for them, brought
to them more sorrow, scattered more
fortunes for them, cursed them with
more brutality, shame, and hardship
than any other evil that lives. The
country numbers tens, nay hundreds of
thousands of women who are widows
to-da- y, who sit in hopeless weeds, be-
cause their husbands have been slain by
strong drink. There are thousands of
homes scattered over the land in which
wives live lives of torture, going through
all changes of suffering that lie between
the extremes ot fear and despair, be
cause those whom they love love the in
toxicating bowl better than the women
they nave sworn to love. T.here are
women by thousands who dread to hear
at the door the step that once thrilled
them with pleasure, lhere are women
PToanLne with tiain. while we writ these
words, caused by bruises and brutalities
inflicted by husbands made mad by
drink. There can be no exaggeration
in the sentiments in regard to this mat
ter, because no human imagination can
picture anything worse than the truth,
and no pen is capable of" portraying the
truth. A he sorrows and horrors of
wife with a drunken husband, or
mother with a son, are as near the reali
zation of hell as can be reached in this
world. ;

The advocates of drink on their part
have-n- e new argument, and the old ones
have long since been torn to pieces.
Medical science has gone over to tem-
perance. The exhibition of alcohol aa a
medicine is no longer approved by the
highest authorities, and in England
hundreds ot physicians nave publicly
declared their condemnation of alcoholic
prescriptions, and pledged themselves
not to resort to tnem in ineir practice.

Keynold, who waa executed for the
brutal murder of Townsend, said to a
reporter of the Sun, the day before his
execution: "I'd been drinkin' for about
five weeks, and sleepin' out nights. I
wish all the liquor was out of the world."
What voluaie of temperance sermons
coctaius so much pathetic warning?

Tiie following cheering items were
written by D. V. Heidleuubcj, Ksq., the
former Editor of this Column. He is cor-diall-

invited to continue Lis contribu-
tions and to help asbefore in promoting
the goodwork: it

Water Yali ey declared war against
the liquor traffic and prohibition has

!

won the victory. Thus one by one they I

st
declare for, "God and lion.e and Native
Land." t!;

"

Mic-isiP- Fi City, together with the j

Stifiervisor's District of which it forms a j

refused to jrive another
t;..nn.n ,.......i- -. . ; .:.!..... i ai i " i x jilciic i ii. i. rnca t iviiit..

children orphans; and all of them
pern aud We hope the move
Ihu iuaugJrtted on the Gulf Coast mav'never abaw until all Southern ,

have and sobriety in tue
extin jui.-hme-ut of the dram shops.

Fonr.sr wants no more i...., 1

majority counter petition to ...i.: t... 1 vi

has been filed witu the corporate
thorities of Forest. The applicant for
license failed to have his prayer grauted,
and when the licences of ihose. who had
already procured them expire Forest a
will be a prohibition town.

I r is manifestly the duty of the board if
mayor and aldermen to verify all the

names signed to whiskey petitions. The in
law requires a majority oi the bona (idc
voters, aud if the board should accept a to
petition which contains bogus or un of
authorized names, it would be recreant

tue trust reposed in it. lhe tact is
well known that whiskey petitioners are
unscrupulous iu their methods of pro- -

uriug signatures. More than one per
have said that their names had been
to whiskey petitions without their

knowledge or consent. One gentleman
was so iudignant at such wanton outrage
that he threatened to report the guilty"
party to the grand jury tor forgery, but
was dissuaded from it. He bad al
weightier reason for reporting than if

uame had been iorned to a bank
check. He might be able to pay the
check without vuch inconvenience, but to

would be exceedingly difficult to rem
the injury done to his fair name by

ppeiidmgit to so iniquitous a document
.uid it might be altogether impossible to
calculate tue evil resulting I rom asaioou

tabiished by the influence of his name.
The names of dead men have been

known to bs signed to liquor petitions,
and even of fictitious parties. City

ulers, then, are evidently proclaiming
heir inexcusable unfaithfulness if they

not use all due diligence to know that
every name signed to a petition repre-
sents an actual voter. It does not mat-
ter if the individual members composing

board should be whiskey men ohcI
hould themselves have signed the peti

tion; they are not acting for themselves,
but are acting as custodians of the cor-

poration,, aud they must see that the laws
complied with.

The insolence, and criminality of the
wbiskev rings and their wealth and
political influence are increasing so rap
idly, that, unless a poweriut political
party outlaws the liquor traffic, there is
reason to fear that municipal misrule
may imperil republican institutions in

"the larger American cities and in the
States under the control of such cities,
and become so virulent as to be capable

being put down at last only by mili
tary force.

1 travel much; I have opportunity to
consult with many leaders of public sen-
timent. Twelve of tho twenty-fou- r

aldermen of New York are, or latelv
were, liquor dealers. In Boston there is
one licensed saloon to lod persons; in
Chicago, one to 140 ; iu New York, one a

Bio; in Buffalo and Albany, one to
100. lhe annual drink-bil- l ot the
United States isnot far from $1,000,000,- -

000. The annual sum raised by taxes of
all kinds, "national, state, county, town
and school district, is only about $700,-000,00- 0.

(See Bishop Ireland's address
Buffalo, March 10, 18S4.) The expen-

diture of the nation for liquor is every
year srreater than that for meat or bread

public education, or for all three of
these together. I he liquor trattic is
already as great and as powerful an evil

slayery was. I confess that the more
study the topic of municipal misrule,

aud of the whiskey rings as connected
with such raisgovernment, the more I
fear that the wealth and insolence of the
rum traffic will lead at last, under free
government, to a street barricade war.
Slavery went down in blood. So, per-
haps, will the liquor traffic, with the
municipal misrule resulting from it.
Thomas Carlyle predicted that all great
modern cities will come finally to the
position in which Taris was under the
Commune, unless the reputable side ot
society organizes itself aggressively to
counteract the dangers winch make uni-
versal suffrage a peril. I stood lately
among tne ruins of the public buildings
burned by the mob in Cincinnati.
remember the railway riots of 1877. We
are performing an experiment, not only
in the face of the whole world, but for
the benefit of the entire earth. It is for
Americans, who believe in government
of the people, for the people and by the
people, to see that such government is
made so wise and strong aa not to perish
from the earth. There is growing up in
the liquor traffic a power that already
has its clutches on our throats; and
loss of time in organizing national re
form may be the loss torever of an
opportunity to save our nation from
being wrecked by municipal misrule
Therefore, for one, I pray God to send
us such a recrystalization of politics as
shall throw all the best elements of
jociety into a National Reform party

"'Mental suasion for the man who
thinks;

Moral suasion for the man who
drinks;

Legal suasion for the drunkard-fo- r

maker;
Prison suasion the statute- -

breaker."
Joseph Cool.

Meridian is all astir on the question
of whether the home or the saloon shall
predominate. Both sides procured the
assistance of able attorneys. The result
of the contest was that Mx. Jones, the
applicant, failed to get license because
he lacked the requisite numoer or names
to constitute a majority. The corporate
authorities, a majority of whom were in
sympathy with the whisky traffic, were
disposed to grant the applicant license,
although his petition failed to have a
majority; nui a writ, oi ptuuiuiuuu maa
eranted by Judge Terra! and was held
in readiness for execution in case license
was illeirallv eranted. This acted as a
wholesome restraint upon the Board,
A new registration has been ordered.

Holland is the paradise of skaters.
its highways being canals that are cov
ered with ioe nearly half the year.
The ladies there go shopping on skates.
boys skate to and lrom school, older
members ot the iamuy go to cnurcn
on skates; the postman delivers his
letters and the doctor visits his patients
on them, and even the solemn pastor
moves on skates when he visits his
parishioners. Dairymaids skate to
town with run pans ot muc, or wnicn
not a drop is spilled, and farmers
daughters skate to villages with a full
basket of eggs in each hand. Doric
the Spanish invasion several victories
were won by tho native soldiers, who,
on skates, suddenly moved on the forces
of Alva, and aa quietly retired to their
own camp- - i or a period ot more wan
40q years the soldiers have been trained
to perform evolutions on ssaies.

A bill has been passed by the Nevada
Assembly imposing & tine of $20 on any
person who treat another in a saloon.
The bill does not prevent any number
of persons from going: into a saloon and
drinking together, but requires that
Men man shall psy for hia own dnnx.
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My friend Luizi is rchone.! one of
the linest violm player-- ' of tlie !:".y. ilia
wonderful skill l:a mad.) lilsn I.unos,
and he is tvcli ktioven a;: l lncvel lor I
his talent in evci .:' Al in Kt trope.

If in ttu-.--- e pa. J. I c...l hita hy a li'.nie
other than the w:e hi- - made famous,

is solely on account of aproimsa he
exacted from iv.e. in case 1 sh':iid ever
feel tempted to iuke tlie fi.wi

ran ce exieriencrs.vp shared nv.r-t!i-- r,

p'.il.'lic property. lm afraid, iu'vertht1- -
less, that too nuuiv v. .11 ivadily i.tetiiify

man himself v.i:ii the Kr;.it i am
oliii-jc- to draw. j

Ltiici leaving his uro ssioual tfrrat -
ness out of the 'ill would hav
ieii a iioticeaiiie rrrui in aiiv c iii :inv

1

m?' over six feet. Ills ti tn-- r was crrace- -

fill, some have called it 'iuiit;t!n-rewa- i

hrem It ii of ;hm:";.ter 4'Tt'Oi-T- til l": it.
was the- tiirttre of a strong loan.' A facta I

itn tiiiie out e!"ar simplex. rue dark
deep-s- i t eyes, w:tii ; sort- cf lr-rv-'a-v !

expression in them; black hnir, worn
long, after the maimer of genin.-e- s of
his kind; a high but mcted forehead: a
well-shape- d nose; a drooping nitfaachc;

baud whose long a'id delicate iurrers
seemed constructed exoressiy for their
particular mission vioii-.i-pl- vine.

1'icture all these characteristic, aud t!
vou enjov tlu; acquaintance of the

musical world, or even it vou have been
the habit of attending concerts where

stars of the lirst magnitude condescend
shine, I fear, in spite of my prom'sff
concealing his name, you will too

easily recognize my friend.
Luisri's manner in ordinary life was

very quiet, gentlemanly, and" reposed.
HeVas, in his dreamy sort of way,
highly courteous and polit ruo strancrers.
Although, when alone with meor other
friends lie loved, be had plenty to say
for himself and his broken JCttglisli
was pleasant to listen to in general
company he spoke but little. But, let
his left hand close round lite neck of a
fiddle, 1f t his riirht hand grasp the bow,
and one knew directly for w hat purpose
Luigi came into the world. Then the
man lived and reveled, as it were, in a
lire of his own making. The notes hi.)
craft drew 4'orth were like bracing air I

him; be seemed actually to respire,
the music, and liis dreamy eyes awoke
ami shone with fire. lie did that rare
thing rare indeed, but lacking which
no performer can rise io enduring fame

throw his whole soul into his playing.
His maimer, his very attitude as he com-
menced, was a complete study.

Drawing himself up to every inch of
bis height, he placed tiie violin nest-
ling it, I may say under his chin, and
then taking a long breath of what ap-
peared to' lie anticipatory pleasure,
swept bis magician's wand over iiio
sleeping strings, and waking them with
the charmed touch, wove his wonder-
ful si tell of mu:-io- Tlie moment tlie
horsehair came in contact with the gut.
the listener knew tiiat he was in the
presence of a master.

Luigi had come to London for the
season, after much negotiation and per-
suasion, accepted an engagement at a
long series of some of the best, if cheap-
est and most popnlar concerts held iu
London. It was his first visit to liu-glan- d:

be bad ever disliked f hecouniry,
and believed very little in tho national
love for good music, or in our power of
appreciating it w hen heard, lie dislik-
ed, also, the trumpeting with which the
promoters of the concerts heralded his
appearance. Although his fame was al-

ready great throughout the Cominent.he
dreaded the effect of pbwing to rn un-

sympathetic audience, ilis fears were,
ho wever, grou ud less. IWhether tlie people liked and under-
stood Lis music and style of playing or
liot. they at least uppeared to tio so:and
the newspapers, one and all. unable to
do things by halves, went into raptures
over him. 'They compared hint with
Paganini, Ole Bull, aval ot ner by-go-

masters. an their comparisons v.eie
very nattering. .Altogether, juuigivias

great success.
1 met nimon two occasions ai tne,

houses of some friends of mine, who
are in the habit of spending much time,
troublp.antl some money on thatstrange
sport, lion-buntin- g. His concerts were
field. 1 think, on two evenings in every
week; so be bad thneat his disposal, and
was somewhat sought alter. H e were
introduced, and I took a liking to the
quiet, gentlemanly celebrity, who, dif--
terent l rom many otnerswnose names
are in the mouths of men, gave himself
no airs, nor vaunted, by words or man-
ner, the "aristocracy of talent."

1 con d make sunt to converse with
him fairly enough in bis own soft lan-

guage; bo that upon my meeting bun
the second time, be expressed his pleas-
ure at again encountering me. A few
days afterward we met by chance in the
street, and 1 was awe to extricate mm
from some little difficulty, into which
his imperfect knowledge of English
ways had betrayed him. Then our ac--

?n;iintance ripened, until it became
ana even at this day I reek-o- n

him among the friends I hold the
dearest.

I saw a great deal of Luigi during lus
stay in London. U e made pleasant tit
tle excursions together to such objects
of interest as we wished to visit. We
spent many evenings together, nights 1
should rather say, for the small hours
had sounded when we parted, leaving
the room dim with the smoke from my
cigars and bis cigarettes. Like many
of his countrymen, he smoked simply
whenever he eouid get a chance; and
when alone with me. I believe the only
cessation to his consumption of tobacco
was wnen ne toon nis ueioveu nuuie iu
his hand and played for his own pleas-
ure and my delight.

He was a charming companion in-
deed what man who had seen such
varied life as be had. could be other-
wise when drawn out by the confidence
that friendship gives? I soon found
that under the external calmness of the
man lay a nature full of poetry, and not
free from excitement. I was also much
amused to find a vivid vein of supersti-
tion and belief in tlie supernatural run-
ning through his character; and I be-
lieve it was only my merriment on mak-
ing the discovery that hindered him
from expatiating upon some ghostly ex-

periences he had himself through,. gone. . . . .a c j 1. 1 i.:..: 1 . v.
UIMIfitU tit U1UM1 1J 1 L : ! iKlt vs li i L uo
could reveal. It was in vain I apolo-
gized for my ed mirth, and with
a grave iaoetriea to tempt mm. ne
only said: "You, like the rest of your
cold-bloode- d, money-makin- g race, are
skeptical, my friend. I will tell you
nothing. You would not believe: you
would laugh at me and ridicule is
death to me."

Another thing about which he was
very tenacious was snowing ms Siiiu
when invited out. He invariably de-
clined to do so, seeming quite puzzled
bv the polite hints thrown out by some
of his entertainers.

Whv can thev not come and hear me
in public?" he asked me. "Or can it be
that they only ask me to their houses
for my talents, not for my society r

I told him i was airam tneir motives
were rather mixed; srj he said quietly:

"Then I shall not go out aeram. v hen
I do not play in public to earn my living.
I nlav for myself alone."

Ile'kept his resolve as well as he could
declining all of his many invitations,

save those to a few houses where he
knew he was valued, as he wished to be,
for himseu.

But w hen I was alone with hum. when
I visited him at his rooms, then he was
not chary in showing his skill: and, al- -
thongh I blush to say so. at times I had
violin-olavin- z adnauseam. A surfeitof
sweeus saueiy oi music, x oiueu
wonder if it has ever been any man's
lot to hear such performances as 1 did
in those davs when, grown careless oi
the good tlie gods would send me. I lay
ke run lenziu on xuari a soia; aim u;o
master of the magic bow expounded
themes in a manner wmen would nave
bronchi the house down. Till then I

. . 4 . , F 1 . - 11" , 1 1 .
little dreameaoi wuat,in Esmiumajius,
the instrument could do. How true
crpnimt could bid it laugh, sob. com
mand, entreat sink into a wail of pa-

retic pleading, or soar to a song of
scorn and triumph? what power to ex-

press everv emotion of the heart lay in
those few inches of dinning! v curved
wood! Now I could understand why
Lnisi eotild plav so much for his own
enjoyment; and at times it seemed to
mn tliat his execution was even more
wonderful, bis expression more thrill
ing, when I alone formed his audience,
than whan a vast assembly was before
him, ready, as the last impassioned
notes sank into silence, to creas into
Rtni-- of Tunturous armlanse.

Luigi was a connoisseur in fiddles
and owned several pet instrumeuta by

outsttte ana mstae. xnat sta:n is rrorn
a man's heart's blood, and that tiddio
can tell how and why he died."

"I do uot understand you."
"I do not expect Vou" to or believe

me why should you? What have you,an unimaginative Anglo-Saxo- n, to do
with marvels? How, in the center of a
great, cruel, material city, with the
ceaseless sound of traffic "outside our
windows, should you expect anything
supernatural? It may be 1 onlv dream-
ed it. Perhaps you would not see it.
And yet, one night when I feel strong
enough, we will take the fiddle from its
case, and I will play it to you I who,
until ht, have not laid a finger on
it for five years. And then, if its music
moves voii as it moves me. I dreamed
no dream. If not. I will sav it was a
dream, antl I may at last be able to use
this master-piece- " of Stradivarius."

I begged him to name an early dav
for the curious performance, but he
worrid make no promise; so we partedfor the night.

A month passed by; Lnigi's Ixmdon
engagement terminated, and he was go-
ing to w in fresh laurels at Lerlin. I
had seen him two or three times every
week, but he had never referred to the
conversation which had taken place up-
on the night when I drew the strangeviolin from its case; nor had be offered
to redeem his promise niade on that oc-
casion. I had ceased to think about it,
or indeed only remembered it as a jest,
laughing at the idea of a superstitioitsman no4 leiiig able to plav on anv par-
ticular tiddle. Two days "before be left
Englaud he w rote me asking me iodine
with him that night, adding. "I think I
may keep my promise of playing upon
the Stradivarius."

We dined at a well-know- n restaurant,
and about ten o'clock went to Luigi'srooms to finish the night. The first
thing I saw, upon entering, was the fiddl-

e-case lying on the table Luigi's fa-
vorite bow and several coils of string
beside it. We sat down and talked on
various topics for about an hour, ami
then I said:

"I see you haveniadeprenarationsfor
the performance. When do you intend
to begin?''

Luigi drew a deep breath."My friend."
lie said, "you will not blame tiie if my
playing agitates you; and remember,
when I once begin I must continue to
the end. It is no pleasure to me it is
rather deadly pain. 15ut I am curious,
and would satisfy my doubts."

He was so much in earnest that I
checked the laugh his solemn manner
called up. and merely nodded acquies
cence, ne men rose, ana. saying, we
must not be interrupted," called hisser-van- t,

and, after giving him the neces-
sary instructions, locked the door, plac-
ing the key in his pocket. He then
opened the mysterious case, and. with
tender hands, drew forth the, violin.
His nimble fingers ,soon detached the
several strings, ktfytted on the new
ones, and in the course of about a quar-
ter of an hour the instrument was
ready, and tuned to his satisfaction. I
felt, as I watched him, 1 should like to
take the violin in my hands once more,

see if the strange desire I had before
experienced would again come over me

but I hardly liked to ask him to permitme to do so.
And now all was ready Luigi's criti-

cal ear satisfied with the sound of the
strings and he seemed about to strike
his favorite attitude. Yet I noticed his
pale face was paler than usual, and the
hand poising the bow seemed tremu-
lous; and as I looked at him. a sympa-
thetic feeling of fear a dread of some-
thing, I knew not what crept over me.

seemed too absurd, however, to be
disturbed by an excitable Italian play-
ing a violin in a room with all the ap-
pliances of modern.everyday life around
me; so I laughed away the feeling;
placed myself at full length on the sofa

my favorite attitude for listening to
the master's performances and was
prepared to give my undivided atten-
tion to the music.

And yet, for a while Luigi did not be-

gin, although be saw I had resigned my-
self to mv fate. He hail placed the vio-
lin under his chin; his left-han- d fingers
were on the strings, but for some min-
utes be contented himself with lieatiiig
a sort of time, or rhythmical measure,
with the bow. One would have said ho
was endeavoring to recall something be
had heard once, and only imperfectly
remembered.

"What theme are you going to play to
met 1 asked.

cm hearing my voice ne looKea at me
vacantly, and only upon my repeating
the question did he seem aware of my
presence. Then with an effort he said,
ceasing not to beat time the while:

Ah. that 1 do not Know, l am no
longer my own master; I cannot choose.
det me beg or you not to interrupt me
again, my friend."

l said no more, but watched him witn
anxious eyes, lhe left-han- d lingers
slipped, sli'tl, and danced in dumb show
up and down the strings, the now ior--
ever beating time. A sort ot shiver
passed over him; then, drawing himself
up, be swept the bow across the strings,
and the fiddle, silent for so many years,
found tongue at last.

A weird strain, commanding tue list
ener's attention atonce a strain I knew

had never heard before. So curious
the opening bars somidfcd. that, bad I
dared, I should have said that several

rules of harmony were
outraged. And yet, in spite of its pe-
culiarity, I knew that he who created
tliat music was a master in the art. It
was not Wagner. I was sure, although
somewhat ot his remarkable power of
expression, and gift of moving the mind
without the aid of melodv. was present.
The first thirty bars, or so, appeared to
me to be of the nature of an overture,
heralding the performance to follow,
In snatches of mystic music the violin
spoke of joy and sorrow, pain and pleas-
ure, love and hate, hope and fear; and
as my own thoughts responded to the
varied, emotions, I lav and wondered
who could have written the music which
affected me so; and thought how fortu
nate the unknown composer was to have
such an exponent oi his ideas as ljtugi.
Yet.as I lookedatthelatter.it struck me
Ids style of playing to-nig-ht was differ
ent lrom usual, jr auitiess tnougn tne
execution was marvelous as were the
strains those facile fingers drew forth
the whole maimer of the man seemed
to be mechanical, utterly at variance
with the fire and dash that ever charac-
terized his performances. The skill was
there, but, for once, the soul was want
ing. ltli the exception ot ins hands
and arms, he stood so still that he might
have been a statue, lie plaved as one
in a tran;e. and his eves with a fixed
look were ever directed toward the end
of the apartment. Swifter and swifter
his arm flewr backward and forward
more strange, eccentric, and weird the
music became stronger in its expres
sion, plainer m its eloquence, more
thrilling in its intensity, and ever exer
clsinz its powerful spell on the hearer.
At last, witn a son oi impulse, l turned
my eves from the player and looked m
the direction in which he looked- - Sud
denly the music changed. There was
now no tacK ot meiooy. a soit. sooth
ing, haunting measure began a sort or
dreamy, far-aw- ay tune; and as its gentle
cadences fell on my ear, hitherto kept
in a state of irritating, if not unpleas--
tng. expectation, my thoughts began to
wander to old hall-forgott- en scenes
distant events came to my mind recol
lections of vanished faces, once familiar
flocked around me all things seemed
trrowing misty and indistinct, and I felt
as one sinking into sleeri the sort of
sleep tliat one can almost realize and
eniov.V. - .... .it was not io ne. nowever. a rew
harsh notes from the fiddle, sounding
like a warning or admonition, recalled
me to wakefulness; and as my straying
thoughts collected themselves, that lull
me souk ueuaii asain.

Ana vet. ir iuny aw ate ana conscious.
where was I? The scene was entirely
changed; and although I knew I was
atill ln'ntr I had at first nlared
mvself --although I could hear within a
few feet of me the unceasing melodv of
Luigi's violin I was now looking into
a strange apartment, even as one Iooks
into the representation of a room on the
stage; and I knew I was dreaming no
dream, it could be none; lor as l gazed
1 felt a feeling ot otter astonishment
and tliat feeling is always absent from
a dream, however marvelous its features
may be. x et, lying there, ana in as full
possession of my faculties as I am at
the moment of writing these words
saw, opened as it were before me.
strange room, and one I could in no
way connect with anv chamber which
was in the habit of entering. It appear
ed to be a large, lofty apartment; and
if I was looking at a vision, neither the
room nor its belongings presented any
appearance of unreahty. The latter, in
deed, gave the idea of wealth and com
fort. The furniture was after the fash
ion of the early part of this centnrv,
The chairs were covered with costly old
orocade; and a short, square pianoforte

then the highest - trinmpu of the
makers art stood open against one
wall. And as. with the sound of the
violin ever near me, I noted these thingsana waum ior wnat was to come.
knew although I did not attempt it
that I wfci utterly oowcrkxa to tua kit

If st owed ou each, and was indipmant
that I was so obtuse as not to detect at
once the exquisite srradations of the
irueeful curves. After a short time the
names of Amati. Kugzieri. Guarnerins,
Klotz. taiucr. etc.. rrew quiteJamiliarto c.e: :v as I went through the streets

would pct p into the pawTibrokers'and
oiiier windows wiih fiddles in them,
hoping to pick up a treasure for a few
shitiins. Two or three I did buy, but
lay fiit-ii- lai'.irhe-- l so heartily at my
iu rebates lluat I srave up the pursuit.

1 le told me he had for a Ions while been
looking for a ircniiiue old Sinulivarius.
br.t. as yet, had not succeeded in tindinc;
ti e one" he wanted. lie had been olfer--- d

inai!v.turnortlni to have coineoricri- -
i.aM v j ioni tiie irreat nuiker's hands. but
pr.'baiih" they were all pretenders. as he
was not vet suited.

One evetiircr when I visited Iaiicri I

coiiUt determine the build of anv par--
ticular violin, all of w hich, to my un-- i
tutored eyes, appealed alike. Presently

opened ono case w hich wasclosed.and
tlre'.v the li.ldie it held from its suug,
red-line- d bed. I did not remember hav
ing seen tins one hetore. so tooK it in
my hand to examine it holding it. aft-
er the manner of connoisseurs, edge-
ways before my eves to note the curves
and shape of it. It was evidently old
my little knowledge told me that; and
as", even though protected by the case,

ust lay u; in. it. I could see" it had not
been used for a long, long time. More-
over, all tlie strings were broken. Curi-
ously, each one was severed at exactly
the same point just below the bridge
its if some one had parsed a sharp knife
icross, and with one movement cut all
four.

Holding the ill-us- instrument to
ward imigi, 1 said:

Tins one seems particularly to want
vour attention, fs it a valuable oner"

Luigi. who was engrossed bv the deli
cate operation of shifting thesoutidiiig- -
posi oi one "l ins some Uir
lin.tesimai part oi an melt to tne teitior
io tiie right, turned as 1 ppoke, still
lioiuing ins eieis oi string in eacn nana.
As soon as he saw which violin 1 had
taken tip. he let fall the one be held be-we- eu

his knees, and, to my great sur- -
se. said hastily:
tJnt it down put it down.mvfrjcnd.

Pe-.-e- ch von not to handle thai violin."
r.atner annoyed at the testy way in

which rnv usually annauie menu spoke.
laid it down,
"Is it so precious, then, that vou are

afraid of mv clumsy hands damaging

"Ah. it is not that," answered Luigi;
it is something altogether different. I

did not know mv man had brought to
that iiiiule in. I never intended it should
have I. it Itaiv."

It looks l.ke an old one. .Who is it
bv?"

"Tbr-- t is a real old Stradivarius the
icnie or mortal skill tne one thing hu
man hands have, made in this world per
fect perteet as a llower, perfect as the
ea. A Slradivarius is the only

thing th::tc;aiuot be altered cannot be
improved e.pon."

H hy do you never use it;
"1 cannot tell vou you would not be It

lieve tae. inert) is something about
that tidd'.e 1 cannot explain. I believe
it to be the ('.fit st in tint world. It may
be ven that Maiit'tedi plaved upon it
to li;ici l.e: ini's cello. It mav be knitter
led with it when the mighty applause
rang vhror.gli the Kamuierthor. shak
ing it ironi i.oor to root-tre- e , but which
he. the grand deaf genius, Ileethoven,
could not even hear. Who can tell what
hands have used it? and yet, alas! 1
dare not rlav upon it again."

Rendered very curious bv Luigi S

enigmatical words ami excited manner.
ventured to take the violin in my

hands ngaiti, and examine it with inter-
est. I lot iked carefully at the bellv and
the back, noting the beautiful red but
translucent varnish, known alone to
Stradivarius. with which the latter was
coated. I peeped through the ", to
ascertain if any maker's naineapjtearcd
inside, lfone'had ever been there.it
was completely obliterated ty a oaiK
stain, w hich covered the greater portion
of the inside of the back. Luigi offered
no remonstrance as I took t he fiddle for
tlie second time, but sat silent, watch--
Lig me with apparent interest.

And now astrange thing occurred to
me let who can explain it. After hold-

ing that fiddle for a few minutes. I felt
a wish an impulse growing stronger
and stronger each moment, till it be-
came almost irresistible to play upon
it. It was not a musician's natural
itching to try a fine old violin indeed,
I am no musician, although fond of list-
ening to the music, and at times ventur-
ing to criticise; neither have I learned
nor attempted to learn the art of per-
forming on any instrument, from the
Jewshnrp to the organ. A nd yet. I say,
as mv lingers were round the neck as
soft as silk it was of that old violin,
not only did I feel a positive yearning
to pass the bow across it, but somehow
I was rilled with the conviction, odd as
it was, that all at once I was possessed
of the power of bringing rare music
forth. So strong, so intense was this
feeling, that, heedless of the ridicule
from my companion to which I should
expose myself heedless, indeed, of his
presence I cuddled the fiddle tinder
mv chin, and took up one of the several
bo'ws lving on the table. My left lin-

gers fell instinctively into their proper
position on the strings. or rather, where
the strings should have lieen: and then
I remembered the ruined state, those
strings were in. and. with ail my new-
born skill, knew that no miraculous in-

spiration, even if it produced a tiddler,
could bring forth music from wood
alone, let the impulse was on me
stronger than ever; and, absurd as it
mav seem. I turned to Luigi with the
request on mv lips that he would re--

string the useless instrument.
Luigi had been watching me atten

tively; no doubt he bad studied every
motion, every vagiu--

y ot mine since 1

again began to handle the fiddle. See--
mn me turn toward him, he sprung
from his seat, and before I could speak.
snatched the hdufe lrom my hands, re
placing it at once in its case: then clos
ing tne cover, ne neaveo a deep sign oi
relief. I had no time to entreat, re-

monstrate, or resist: but a3 be took the
riddle from me, all wish to distinguish
mvselt m a line that was not my own
left me. and I almost laughed aloud at
the folly and presumption of which I
had Been mentaiiy giuiiy. a ec it was

'i T, tr& vf. KTTamr-p-

Ah!" saiti "Luigi, as he placed the fid
dle out ot sight under the table, "so you
felt it also, my triendr

Felt what?"
The I don't know what to call it

the power, the sorcery of it."
l left don x laugh, at rne that naa

the strings been there. 1, who never
nlaved a tiddle in mv life, could have
drawn exquisite music from that one.

hat does it mean?"
Inicri returned no answer to mv in-

nnirv. but said, as if tliinkinsr aloud:
"So it was no dream of mine. He.the

cool, collected Englishman he felt it
also, lie couia not resist me impulse.
It was rtr dream no creation of my
fancv. ould he see it, L wonder c

ee wnatr i asKea, curious to anow
what his wandering sentences meant.

"I cannot tell you. x ou would not
believe me."

But what ao you mean by the sorcery
nf trie tiddier"

Uid I say sorcerv.' w ell, I Know no
iitv.er Trortl that can describe it. Al
though I tell vou I believe that fiddle is
the iinest in the world, I have onlyplay-e- d

upon it twice; and the second time I
drew my knife across tne strings, that 1
might never again be tempted to play
m ti it without due consideration.

"What is its history, then? Where
did vou get it?" I asked, by thi3 time
thinking mv friend was suffering from
some eccentricity that genius occasion--
nHv pxhibits.

"Tt was sent me originally from Lon
don. When I found out its secret, I
hee-fre- mv scent in England to ascer
tain it s history. After some troublejie
traced it to a house where, for many
years, it had lain unnoticed in a garret.
That hmis had once been a loosinz- -
house; so doubtless the fiddle had be-

longed to some one who had sojourned
there for a time. I could learn no more
about it, save what it told me in its
music

I saw Luigi was far away from any
wish to jest, so paused before I asked
him the meaning of his last sentence.
He antioinsted me. and said:

"You wonder at my words. Did you
notice nothing else strange about it?"

"Only a dark stain inside; as if wine
had been sniiled into it."

"Ah!" cried Luigi. excitedly, "that is
it! that is the secret the meaning of the
power it holds. If It were not for the
varniih that fiddle would be stained

htm lean over and press bis lips to the
ar wniie nana which held the bow;
hile the music near me. sinking al

most to silence, and tremulous as if a
man's future lav on those vibrating
trings, told me be sought bis fate at
ter bps. lie threw himself at her feet.

and I saw the girl bend over him, and
placing her arms around his neck, kiss
us forehead, while high and loud rose
he song of sweet triumph from thoses
mpassionedchords. doubtful of her love

no longer.
Again the strain changed a song of

ov no longer; a lew notes of warning.
melting into a strain that foretold and
poke of sorrow . Again I saw the door

the apartment open. and. with a
hasty step, another man entered. He,
oo. was young ami powerfully built
.vilh an intensely English face. Yet I

could trace in his harder features a re-
semblance, such as a brother might
bear, to the girl me.

Vs he entered, tlie lovers sprang to
leir feet; then, covering her face with

her hands, the girl sank upon a chair.
hile her rom pan ion faced the new

comer with an air as haughty as his
own, and words of scorning, of cou- -
tempt, of shaming, of defiance, were
hurled from man to man. True. I heard

tern not all the phantasmagoria came
before me in dumb show; but tho varied
tones of the violin told me all that pass-
ed lietween the two men as truly as
though their voices smote upon my ear;
and. as the wild musie culminated in a
tierce crescendo of thrilling power, tho
two men grappled in their rage, ami the
girl sprung to her feet and ran wildly to
tlie door.

For a moment all grew misty, and the
phantom actors of my vision were hid-
den from my sight. "When they reap-
peared, I saw the young Frenchman
tutting tlie room, with blood trickling
own bis pale cheek; and as. with a

look of undving hate on his face, be
closed the door behind him, the room
and all faded from my sight.

Uut no pause m the music; still those
weird notes weaving the mystic spell
that chained me. leaving me no time
to reflect on what I had seen, but en-

forcing my attention to the drama acted
before me, the fiery cresrrnilo sank in a
dull sullen theme, almost colorless w hen
compared with the foregoing numbers;
then, as with dissolving views, where
one scene grows through another that
tades, 1 began to realize that l looked
into another room one very different
from the first.

It was evidently, from the slanting
roof and small window, an attic, ami its
contents spoke of poverty. A bedstead

ith threadbare hangings occupied one
corner, and in the center, at a square

ible littered with sheets of music, sat
the young Frenchman. His brow was
Contracted, and the wound yet fresh on
his cheek. He was writing, and through
the medium of the music 1 knew the
purport of his epistle as well as if I bad
looked over bis shoulder. It was a chal-
lenge a challenge which, be stated, bis
late antagonist dare not decline, as the
writer was of even more noble famdy
than the man who had insulted him.

Having written the letter, he rose and
paced the small room, deep in thought.
As bis steps went backward and for-
ward across the limited space as bis
thoughts grew black with bate as he

the insult he had suffered.or
grew bright with love as he pictured the
fair gin who had pledged herseu to nim

so truthfully did the delicate grada
tions of the music harmonize with them
that I could feel every emotion stirring
his heart, at times almost identifying
myself with him making bis joy. bis
sorrow, mine.

After what seemed to be hours, lie
took up the violin that lay on the table
near mm, ana commenced piaying. jis
before, I say, whether Luigi's bands
produced it or not, the sound came
from him: and as he plaved. the music.
at first fierce, stern and harsh, gradually
toned down until it became dreamy and
lulling until at larst be threw himself
on his poor tied, and Luigi's violin re
sumed tne strain me sou. soonnng
measure I have before mentioned, tell
ing of placid sleep.

Another change hard, sharp, sanrcwo
passages. 1 was now looking it might
be from a window on a wide expanse
of smooth green turf. As ltefore, the
scene was so real, so material, that 1

might have stepped out onto the sward
lhere was nothing in tne locality wnicn
I could identify. A wall and some pal
ings. I rememler,were on the left band;
a belt of trees on the right. As Hooked,
I saw figures at some little distance,

Two men in their slurt-sleeve- 3 were
engaged in a deadly duel. They were
not so far away but l could plainly dis-
tinguish their "feat ures; and I knewthey
were those of the two men whom I had
seen grapple in the room. As their
slender. Hashing blades twined in and
out like serpents as they thrust and
parried, advanced and retreated the
mysterious music entered fully bito the
frav. accompanying everv stroke, until.
as the arm ot one ot the combatants
sank by his side, helpless pierced by
his antagonist s blade it. swelled to a
strain of exultation.

It was the .Englishman who was
wounded; and as the sword dropped
from bis grasp, bis opponent with diff-
iculty checked the impulse urging him
to drive his weapon thron gh hts un guard
ed breast; then, seeing his ioe was quite
unable to renew the combat, bowed
with cold politeness.sheal bed his sword
and turned away, leaving the wounded
man to the care of his second. As the
Frenchman vanished from my sight
among the trees at the right hand, the
scene grew blurred and faded only the
spell of the music continued ever.

The dismal measure and the dismal
garret once more. As I look at the
poverty-6ticKe- n room, tne music, elo
quent as before, in some bidden man
ner makes me aware that mouths nave
passed since I last looked at it. The
young Frenchman is present. Indeed,
1 begin now to understand tnat no scene
can come beneath my eves unless tie be
an actor in it. It is his life, his love, the
violin in its own marvelous tongue re
lates. I wait with interest now. I have
no time to wonder at or speculate upon
what l nave seen; no time to endeavor
to explain the phantom scenes and ac
tions which the song of the Stradivar
ius has brought before me. I feel no
fear curiosity and excitement only.
luigi s presence l nave forgotten, so
intent am 1 upon the drama played be-
fore me.

The young man. I notice, is handsome
as ever, nut paler, thinner, and care-
worn. What is the music savin!? now
in that strange speech which! interpret
so readily t foverty and hopelessness.
loss of love, and with that loss the wish
to nse to fame.

He is writing; but the paper before
nun this time is a score the score of
work be once thought would hand his
name down to future times. Well
know, as I watch him. that music will
never be given to the world. I know it
is night, and to kill his bitter thoushts
he is sitting down and working without
interest at his uncompleted score. As
I watch him, grieving at his grief .weird
ana areamy ana unearthly soundsLuigi a
violin bar after bar of the music mo
notonous and sad. Then of a sudden it
waKes to fresn life with a sort of ex
pression of keen surprise and the voungman raises his head from the work that
interests mm no more, and the door of
his poor dwelling opens. A few bars of
mat naunting melody, that has caused
me to wnisper, "ihis is ixve," merge
iiiwj biraiii oi piaintive nopeiessness,and the fair eirl enters. She is eloselv
veiled, and enveloped in a long dark
cloak, and as she raises the veil from
her face, and looks at him with sad and
wistful eyes, the man's heart respondsto the impassioned strings and vibrates
with love, hopeless though it be. Fori
know that ere two days are past she will
wea another; and tne man Knows it,and,
crushing down his love, curses her in
his heart ior ner faithlessness. He

eed, has he to do with life anv longer?
f ho knows not how to live, at least. tt

knows bow to die. .

Xvver with the same dreary thought
in his mind, I see him take the bulky
seort the result of months, it may 1

years, of labor and tlelilierately "tear
heet after sheet to pieces, until tha

floor is littered with the fragments.
And as his action tells me he renounces
lope, love, and fame.l know 1 am fatal

to see an awful sight, but am powerlesto move mv eves from the scene. For
till the melancholy notes sound: ami t

know that until Luigi's bands are t
rest I am fettered by the spellthemusit!
weaves. 1 watch the man, or the plcn- -
ora. with concentrated interest. Tho
ast page of the score falls in tatters t.

the ground, and, still seated in the chair
w hich he bad placed for the girl, hn
stretches out his hand, seeking for
something among the papers on thei
table. Well I know tha object be seeksj

a small knife, with an elaborately
rhased silver handle- a relic, doubtless,
of former riches. even
that would have lieen sold to proyidothe bare necessaries of thelife he erase
to care for. He opens it, passes his lin-

gers across .the keen edge, ami remov- -
: i- - i- -

ion ma coai, turns up nis Muri-sieev- ei

o the shoulder, ami delilieratcJv sever
a large vein or artery in his arm. Oh,

it maddening music: encouraging.
empting. even applauding his crimo

of 1 see. and sicken
at the sight, the first red rush of blood
from his white- - arm; and then. drip.
drip, drip, follow the large quick-fallin- g

drops. o real, so horrible lsthevision,that I ran even note the crimson pool
forming amid tho tattered paper cover-
ing the floor. Will the fatal music never
end? Minutes are hours as I watch tho
ace grow whiter antl vet whiter, as th

man sits bleeding to death. Now, whilo
long to faint ami lose the dreadful

sight, be rises, and, with tottering steps.
walks across the room ami takes up tho

loan, itnme liie-bio-od streamitnr
from his left arm, once more, and tho
ast time, he makes the instrument

speak; and again. I say, the music;
comes from liim, anil not from Luigi.
As he plays, even while I wait for what
must follow, I know that such raro
music was never beard on earth as tho
strain to which I listen fancying th
while I ran see the eager wings t if Death
lovenng around ttie piaver. 1 o what.

ran I compare it? A poet would term
it the death-son- g of the swan. It is tho
death-son- g of a genius one whom th
world never knew whose own rash act

as extinguished tho sacred Uame.
Strong ami wild and wonderful rises
the music for a while. Now it sinks
lower, and lower, and lower. Now it is
so soft I ran scarcely bear it; it is ebl- -
ng To silence, even as the heart

is ebbing to death. The .fare grows
ghastly; the bead sinks upon the breast:
the eyes flicker like the dying llameoi.
a candle; the violin drops'from the red-
dened hand, and the man falls sidewaysrrom his cnair to the ground, even as

ingi s violin romn etes the par Ins fa I

had broken off in the middle; and as it
sums up the tragedy in one long-su- s

tained passage ot hopeiess griet, 1 seo
the bloodless white face of the man.
now dead, or soon to be dead, lying on
the ruddy floor; while the left arm, mo- -
innfess now. rests as it had fallen across

the violin, w hich those nerveless lingers
md at last been fain to drop.

lhe music stopped the spell was
ended. So powerfully was I wrought
upon by the last vision I had seen, that
the moment mv limbs resumed tluir
freedom, I rushed forward and fell
fainting on the very spot on which it
seemed to me the man had died. When

recovered consciousness, I found
jiiigi bending over me, and sponging

ray face with cold water. He was pale
and agitated, and seemed from physical
exhaustion scarcely able to stand. I ,
rose, and with a shudder looked toward
that part of the room where the phan--
asrnagoria had appeared. .Nothing wa

there now to move me. Tho familiar
wa'd-pane- r, the pictures I bail so often
scanned, alone met mv eye. As I gazed
round, Luigi. in a whisper, asked:

You saw it all, then, as 1 did.'
"I saw it all; could it have been a'

dream?"
He shook his head. "If so, three time

have I dreamed it. and each time aliko.
in every detail. The first time I said.
It must tie a dream, the second time'
It mav be fancy.' Hut what raiiltay

now, when another sees it also?"
I could give him no answer I could

offer no explanation only I asked: ,

by did vou not rease playing, and
spare me that last sight?" !

1 could not. it was your impui&o to
plav on that violin, when first yo.n saw
it, that led me to think its strange pow-
er would act on another twsides myself.
and induced me to go through it all
once more. Uut it will tell its story to
no one else."

I turned innuirinclv. and seeing on
the rarpet a mass of small splinters of
wood, niixed with tangled strings anr
pegs, knew what he meant. 1 his. the.
was the end of the masterpiece of Str
van us.

"And you mean to say you bad no
pow er to cease when once you began?
were compelled to play through tha
whole tragedy."'"I had no power to stop. Some forco
irresistibly compelled me. I was but
an instrument; and absurd as it seems,
I lielieve that you, with no knowledges
of the art, would have played just as I
did."

"Hut the music?" I asked. "The won-
derful music?"

""That to me," replied Luigi, "is tha
strangest thing of all. Neither you nor
I can recall a single bar of it. Even
those two or three melodies which, a
we heard them, we thought would haunc
us, liave vanished."

And it was so. Try how I would. I
could fashion no tune at all like them.

"It bears out what I told you," said
Luigi. in conclusion. "I was simply an
instrument. Indeed, it seemed tho
whole time not I, but anotherwas play-
ing. But here is an end of it."

Then, late as the hour was,we kindled!
a small fire, and consumed every atotu
of the violin which held, in some mys-
terious, inexplicable w ay, the story ofa mans love and death.

We parted at last. Luigi left Englandas arranged, and has not yet revisited it.

Is there any sequel to my incredible)
story? None that will throw any lightupon it. or enable me as. indeed? Ihave little hope of doing to win thoreader s belief. Only, some time after-
ward, I saw in the house of a man-kn-own

by name at least to all who aro
familiar with the titles of the great on
of the land the portrait of a lady. Itw as that of his mother, who had died afew years after her marriage; and if tho
painter s skill had not erred, it was alsothe portrait of the phantom-woma- n
whom I had seen twice that niht inthe visions brought before me by theweird music. Every feature was so
stamped upon my memory, that I couldnot be mistaken. And yet I did not'trouble to inquire into her private his-
tory. Eyen if I could have learned it,it could have told me no more than V
knew already. The story of her laVeand its tragic ending doubtless a rjeil-e- d

page in her life had been fully re-vealed to me as I lay in LuigT8 rooI,iyrym 6 trains of uehaunted Stradivarius.

It appears from 'observations made
in France that tha development of veg-
etable life is retarded by an avrar
of nearly four days for each additional
1C0 yards of altitude. Xh rrinU of
the chimney swallow is delay1 about
two days "for each increase of lot)
yards in height. "

John Ruokia hllwJ xU wUa h4


